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Chapter | 


Mine is Chanel, Axl thinks in his mind 


The band finished its show for tonight an hour ago. Most members have split up in the nightclub, enjoying 
their drinks and girls to their own liking. They are lurking in the dark corners intentionally because they need to 
do something about excitement and impulse from a rush of adrenaline that the show brought. Namely, it is 
sex. On the other hand, Axl doesn't have any girl under his shoulder. Erin, his girlfriend, is going on errands and 
late for their show. Actually, she's supposed to be right here, right now, which she told him this morning, but 
she hasn't showed up yet. He can easily choose any girl but he doesn’t. Erin is always red with anger when she 
sees Axl flirting with the groupies. Woman's touch is a hot potato, indeed. He doesn't want to please her 
humbly with flowers and candies, and he calmly sits and sips a bottle of beer. A headliner on the stage, a 
melodic metal band, has just hastened their pitch. He rolls his eyes. He appreciated their musical approach of 
symphonic dynamism. They can make the best use of it instead of getting fast monotonously. 


Thanks to Erin and the boring number, he has plenty of time to study his band mates. Slash is sucking the 


blonde girl's neck, her hand wriggling in his pants. They appear to moan as noisily as they want, and fortunately 


the rapid guitar solo perfectly drowns out their sexual whimper. Duff is just taking a glamorous stripper to 
the bathroom. Steven wears a full smile while sitting on the couch and holding two girls in his arms, looks like 


he persuades them to try a threesome. 


And his childhood friend, Izzy Stradlin, leans against the wall, letting a short haired punk girl kiss him and slide 
her hand under his black leather jacket to stroke his chest. He does nothing for her yet her enthusiasm 
doesn't seem to care about his passive reaction. Axl has recognized her as one of Izzy's ardent fans. At first 
she was probably Duff's adherent. That completely explains why she wears punk She switched her adoration 
from Duff to Izzy at maybe her second or third show. Axl's scoffed at her internally while singing. Her punk 
style is hopelessly far from the rhythm guitarists type. She should imitate glam rock fashion, like Izzy insisted 
to Axl once, that he would look much better if he copied Michael Monroe. Axl has been doing exactly what he 
said. The fact shows that Axl is definitely his type, so imitating him will work for her appearance. Axl rolls his 
orangish silky hair around his index finger. It's very sad that her hair is too short to be fluffy. Well, she finally 
wins the guitarists attention tonight. That's great. 


Her Maybelline lp color tastes cheap. | bet you, lzzy. Mine is Chanel. Must be much juicier. 


Her hand pats Izzy's inner thigh. Axl doesn't think she makes him swell. No, really, not the slightest. Usually, his 
hands sneak in under Axl's shirt or skim up the spine when he's turned on, but now he closes his eyes and his 
arms fall down languidly. Why did he pick her in the first place? It's not like he doesn't have a choice, even now, 
some better looking girls glimpse at them to seek an opening. Axl decides to observe his emotionally drained 
friend and the motivated girl minutely. Watching them satisfies his self-esteem more than his surmise. The 
way she gets excited over seducing him and the way he turns sour on her tell Axl how valuable he is. Axl 
tempts his friend on a daily basis. She doesn't. Izzy grabs Axl's hand and leads it to his swelling. She won't see 
the bulge tenting his pants. She'll never hear his desperate moan. 


Axl and Izzy have enjoyed kissing for a month. It's easily involved a blowjob, but they haven't developed it into 


sex. Axl isn't sure if he wants it. 


"That's it" He stands up. It's time for extending a helping hand since no girl here is brave enough to rescue 


him. 

Keeping an eye on Izzy, he threads through the crowd. His friend bluntly shows his passivity. The punk girl 
tucks a lock of his greasy raven hair behind his ear then chews his lips again. Izzy frowns his eyebrows. 
Seriously, why does he keep her doing this? 


"Hey." Axl says to the quiescent figure like a totem pole. 


The totem pole opens its eyes as the girl pulls away. Axl's lips wear a slight smile. "Do you wanna taste 
Chanel?" 


Izzy smiles at his proposal with only one side of the face. He's a quick learner though it's a brand new secret 


code. 


"Chanel?" Her eyes leer at Axl bemusedly and at the same time aggressively. She implies what she's got by 
keeping her hands on Izzy's chest. Her unfriendly response is highly understandable since he's disturbing her 
passion completely. 

"Could you excuse us, honey? We need to talk about tomorrow's show." He says to her in a mellow tone. 
"Does your talk include Chanel?" The skeptical voice is sharp on his ears. 

He nods. "A part of it" It's not an unmitigated lie. He's going to wear the same lip color tomorrow night. 

The guitarist looks down at the floor, both hands shoved into his pockets. Isn't he even going to say good night 
to her? Axl puts his hand on her back. You need to show your kind heart to your fans otherwise you won't 
make a hit. "You're gonna come see us tomorrow, aren't you?" He's very aware of the charms in his baritone 
Voice. 

"| can organize my schedule for you." comes a pathetic answer. She's fixed on the idea of Izzy adoring her. 
"See you then?" Axl offers his best killer smile, also he doesn't forget to stroke her buttocks. He briefly tries 
leading her misinterpretation to a deeper level. It successfully raises her mind, she consequently looks like she 
believes that Axis also warming up to her. She kisses his cheek and waves her hand with a triumphant 
countenance. 

Axl mumbles while he follows her with his eyes. "Why her? You have so many girls waiting in line." 

The typical ironic smirk tugs at the corners of Izzy's mouth. "She was the first in the line is all." 


"You could pick the hot one from the rest" 


"True, but | wasn't in the mood for the tactics. She supposed to be just okay to gratify my needs, that was 
what | thought." 


Axl catches a glimpse of Izzy's crotch. "Hmm, is your dick dead?" 

“Shut up." Izzy grumbles. "Where's Erin?" 

Axl shrugs his shoulders. Izzy jerks his chin in the direction of behind the stage in a way of a command. It was 
actually a command in large part. He didn't see his friend's eyes before he walks forward for a few steps. 
There wasn't any chance that Axl could say something. 


Axl tosses the words to Izzy's back. "You're gonna thank me." 


"For what?" lzzy looks at him over his shoulder. 


‘For saving you from fucking her." Axl strides wider and catches up with Izzy. 
Still keeping his hands in his pockets, Izzy ignores his words and ducks under the stage. 
"Here? Can't you wait till we get home?" Axl stoops his head to examine under the stage. 


The iron poles are regularly arranged due to their role of supporting the wooden stage, the stage banging away 
again and again as the melodic metal band's vocalist jumps. Izzy sits on the concrete floor and beckons him. Axl 
sits down and lets his friend hold him from the back. The dark haired guitarist raises his eyebrows when he 


sees his vocalists smirk 
Axl gives him the answer before he opens his mouth. "I just feel Sean was damn right." 


Izzy gives a chuckle. Of course he does. He was the one who defined Axl who was wanting a kiss was a stray 
sheep, then once it happened, he's been taking an initiative to enjoy these sensual activities. He giggles in the 
soft crook of Axl's neck until his breath touches Axl's skin incoherently. Axl whines under the stimulus of it. 
He's never going to apologize to Sean for threatening him with force but he might thank him for informing of 
this physical gay pleasure. 


Chapter 2 


Izzy who places himself over Axl exhales hot breath in the midst of a daily routine in broad daylight. "| wanna 


fuck you so bad." 


Axl pauses in stunned surprise. Wide-eyed, he stares up the guitarist's golden green eyes, his mouth dropping 
open, his hands which have dragged over the guitarist's bare back now freeze entirely. This is absolutely a 


choke-in-panic-and-horror moment. 


Izzy tilts his head, asks and answers his own question, "Do you wanna fuck me? Uhm, | think | can be on the 


receiving end," and getting out of bed, smiling bracingly. "Let me get a lube." 


Axl is dumbfounded at his smile. Seriously, is gay sex such a casual act? Its not like a tiny little kiss Axl asked. 
That is to say, Izzy inserts his dick in Axl's virgin opening, or Axl's dick goes inside. Does Izzy know it causes 
horrible pain? Axl hates pain. Jesus fucking Christ, he definitely chooses the top! But before that, does Izzy 
know how to fuck a man in the first place? They need to take a shower and keep their holes clean before they 
use a lube. No, wait a minute. Axl's so panicked that he's jumbling together the things. The pain and personal 
cleanliness are the big topics per se, but the issue needing to be discussed here is completely different from 


how to fuck and who's gonna fuck who. 

"Do you love me?" Axl asks a simple question to Izzy who's back with a bottle of lube in his hand. 

"Do we need love?" He asks back simply too, rolls onto the bed alongside Axl. 

"Why do you wanna fuck me?" 

"Cause we'll get more pleasure." That is typical of Izzy to say. 

Izzy esteems his philosophy, Spontaneous wants are purely true, hence people should follow them. He calls it 
simpleness. Axl loves the way how Izzy lives, especially when he gets depressed and it leads him into blind 
alleys. But this is about having sex with the closest friend. They are standing in front of an entrance which 
they should not step into easily, at least Axl feels that according to his book. 

Axl continues with his questions. "Do friends fuck?" 


Izzy slips the bottle beside the pillow and folds his arms across his chest. "Hmm, perhaps friends don't fuck." 


"Right, that's my point. Sex generally severs ties of friendship." Axl wants to stress that. He enjoys a one-night 


stand but Izzy isn't a kind of man he turns his back on in cold blood after the enjoyment of a sensual pleasure. 


"But you don't suck your friend's dick or chew his nipples." Izzy offers a counterargument in a mild voice like 


he talks about the weather. 


"Yeah, thats my another point” Axl sighs. "And | think | love Erin" 

"You think you love her? That's a strong explanation of love." Izzy chuckles quietly. 

A relaxed atmosphere spreads between them. It makes Axl recapture their high school days. They used to lie 
down on their back side by side on Izzy's bed, talking whatever they wanted like dirty jokes to their rock n' roll 
dreams, with a cigarette or marijuana between their fingers. Looking back now, not only their point of view was 


laughably idealistic but also they were too naive not to feel the physical attraction of the other. 


Axl asks about Izzy's ex girlfriend who left him right after the homeboys had started blowing each other. "Did 


you love Angela?" 


"| dumped her and since then I've kept my calmness without her, so maybe | wasn't seriously into her after all 


when | think back on it now." 
"Hey, | can tell she dumped you. Why?" 


Izzy snorts at the inference. Starting with a joke, Axl keeps on his investigation. "Let's say you called her by 


my name during sex." 

After a moment of utter silence, Axl meets a stupefied look. "Gee, you did.” 

The guitarist flushes red as flame just as their eyes meet. "It was a little mistake!" He sits up and yelps in 
desperation. "Or, yeah, it was your fault! You're way too good at this shit!" Axl rarely hears the reserved 
friend speaks this fast. 

"Wow, I'm very flattered" He can't stop giggling and at the same time making a mental note not to let the 
moan slip like ‘Right there, Izzy; because his guitarist gives him the most seditious touches ever. Lately, he 
begins to wander in memories where the guitarist's fingers stroked around his own skin when he sees them 
noodling on the guitar. He's on the border of the same trap. 


"You didn't leave your clanger alone, did you?" 


Izzy lies back on the bed. "She'd kicked me out of the bed before | could recover it” He recognizes Axl's 
encouraging eyes and turns his back yet goes on with his breakup story. "Only that.” 


The separation due to calling an outsider's name in bed won't develop a soap opera only if the name belongs to 


aman, so Axl changes the question "What do you think about Erin?" 
"She's a nice girl" 


"Don't save it. | know you haven't liked her from day one." 


"IFs just," Izzy rolls over to look at Axl. "She's been bugging me. Nothing more, nothing less." 
"Why is she your pain in the ass?" 


"You're persistent. Don't you ever give up?" He doesn't sound angry. He puts his head on his folded arm with a 


sigh of resignation, and pours out. "She's mounting on me all the time." 


"Whatl?" Axl's back is stiffened. This time, he sits up furiously. This is definitely a thing which can't be allowed 


to pass without comment. 

The other man's hoarse voice laughs a bit. "She doesn't physically do the act of mounting like a monkey. She 
puts something along the lines of her saying, like she's much closer to you than me. She always wants to show 
her superiority. She fucking repeated it last night, man! She must have a wild animalistic instinct innerly." 
"What did you say to her last night?" 

"Nothing. How long do you think we've been around? She's no competition” 

"Woah, you feel jealous of her." Axl giggles at the fact that Izzy puts himself and her on the same level. 


"Impossible." Izzy contradicts him immediately. 


"You do." Axl curves his hand along Izzy's cheek. "And | like it" Izzy's mouth does a pout thing due to an 


embarrassment. 


"Were you jealous of Angela?" Izzy asks him, his eyes are kind of beaming as if he found a powerful weapon to 


fight back. 
"No, you two had broken up before | figured out what I'd feel about her." 
"Suck it" Izzy pushes Axl's chest. 


"Oh, you want me to suck your cock?" says Axl after he straddles him and squeezes his crotch. He fully takes 


advantage of an inferior position the inky black haired man admits non-verbally. 


"Uhh! Get away from mel | didn't mean that!" Izzy tries his best very well and yet the moan is hot enough to 


beg an indecent touch. 
"We don't fuck, okay?" Axl leans down and Izzy groans out a soft ‘mhmm' sound of agreement. 


"You oughta know | feel safer with you than anyone else." He says while he chews Izzy's lower lip. 


Izzy whispers against his mouth. "Guess I've always known that." Axl hears a little smile in his voice. 


Chapter 3 


In fact, Axl feels safer with Izzy than anyone else. He loves curling into his arms with zero sexual motivation 
as well as how Izzy's hands and lips incite his sexual arousal. They've shared the single bed on a daily basis 
with or without lusts since they had adapted them into something new. He hasn't experienced a kind of 
warmth, which parents give to their children for granted, but it might be a little similar to what he has 
gotten from his friend. He feels some solid comfort. He's wondering whether or not the bond tying them is a 


friendship, he appreciates this mysterious intimacy so far. He doesn't want to jump to conclusion too quickly. 
"Hi, puppy.” says Slash when Axl is walking in the living room. 

That is perhaps his paraphrase of good evening. Axl glares at his smirk. He knew this afro guitarist saw Izzy 
and Axl through the door left ajar by accident. The half naked friends were spooning, Izzy's arm tangled around 
Axl's hips, Izzy was putting soft kisses along the other's bare shoulders, half awake and half asleep. The kisses 
were too languid to allure them so nothing sexual happened. A typical afternoon it was. 

"What the fuck do you mean by a damn puppy? Because we took a nap in my bed this afternoon?" Axl doesn't 
let it alone, of fucking course. He cannot believe that he allowed Slash to make fun of him. He's perfectly 
manned up. He doesn't see a single adorable element in himself. 

Slash is optimistic enough not to sense the vexation in front of him. "You always cuddle up to him and he 
always caresses you. He's a dog lover, so," in the sentence he quails at the sight, which is a demon-like look, 


and turns down his voice in the latter half of his saying. "| guess a puppy suits you better than a kitty.’ 


Axl punches him in the face wordlessly. No word is needed! Even the f-word is too good for this moron. He 
groans at Slash who has fallen on the floor. Slash's nose is bleeding a bit. 


"There, there. | get it” Slash shows his palm from where he falls on his buttocks. 

Axl feels that his blood is boiling in every inch of his body. "You don't get it" 

"Okay, | don't get it" Slash repeats the words as he wipes the blood with the back of his hand, standing up. 
"Slash, this is a warning. You better know | don't stick to him." Axl snarls in a totally manly way. 

"You're right" 

"And l'm not a goddamn puppy!" 

“Absolutely not." 


Slash gets out of Hell House before Axl rumbles an order. He recognizes that his face has done it in a 


loquacious manner. The anger fades far more quickly than he thinks, instead uneasiness spreads all over his 


head. 


"What the hell was wrong with me? Was | clingy to him?" He sinks down in the couch. He needs Izzy in both his 
musical and private lives since he truly believes that Izzy is one of the greatest musicians and the most 
understanding person. Clearly, it doesn't necessarily mean that he follows his best friend around like a shadow. 


Then Axl calms himself in the wake of someone's body temperature. Izzy's sat beside Axl and put his arms 
around him from behind without Axl's noticing. Izzy asks. "Are you alright?" 


"Yeah?" Axl finds himself falling in his embrace perfectly naturally. Isn't it a bit effeminate? 
"You act like.distracted" Izzy puts a tender kiss on his cheek and tilts his head. 


Axl nuzzles into his shoulder in need of comforting since he's a bit confused, but he gets to be aware of what 
he's doing after a few minutes pass. Oh, he's way too girly. This isn't an ideal situation at all, obviously he can't 
denounce Slash if he keeps going on this way. He goes out of his arms slowly, giving his full attention not to 


wreck the peaceful moment, and embraces his friend conversely. 


"| like it when you're in my arms." He exerts himself to make his voice sound nonchalant. There isn't a bluff 
and needless to say, Izzy doesn't know the mocking earlier, yet he's still conscious of his puppy part. Izzy 
reclines on Axl completely with a slight smile and starts talking about the song they're currently working on 
together. 


Peaceful thirty minutes end all of a sudden when a girl knocks on the front door. Axl's never met her. She 


gives him a fake smile when he opens the door, but her smile turns wide as she finds Izzy standing in the 


house from behind the door. 


Izzy draws her inside. Axl feels they're standing a little too close. That must say something. They're dating, that 


is. 


"Hi, Axl" She stretches her arm to shake his hand or hug him. Axl doesn't know which. He doesn't need or want 
to get it anyway. He also hated it when she called his name over-friendly. However, he's already been famous 
in the vicinity, accordingly most of the girls hanging around here act over-friendly anyway, so he leaves it at 


that. 


He avoids her hand and looks at Izzy. The intimacy before him gets on his nerves. They gaze at each other like 
they share a happiness only they're privy to. 


Axl asks. "Jeffrey, where did she find you?" 


Izzy knits his eyebrows, seems to fathom the redhead's real intentions of why he becomes stiff suddenly. Axl 
doesn't wait for the answer and moves on to the next question "How long has she been seeing you?" 


Izzy throws his arm around her hips. He still appears to want a clue of his homeboy's stiffness. He sure won't 
get it because Axl doesn't know where this greed for an attack is coming from. "Axl, don't be shy. Maybe we 
can have some beer with you to get to know each other before we go out" 


l'm not shy fourteen year old Bill anymore, Axl curses in his head. "I don't know her so no thanks." 


Izzy rolls his eyes. It's so dramatic that he might see his brains. "Axl, don't keep calling Annika by the third 


person in front of her like she's not here!" 


Ah, so her name is Annika. This tiny piece of information is far from helping Axl to cool down. He can't stop his 
impulse to be harsh to both of them. "Cause | don't know her." 


"Do you dig in your fucking heels since | haven't told you about us!? Okay, look, Annika and |--" 
"There's no us " Not to mention, Axl interrupts him in full of enthusiasm. 
"Goddamnit. Fucking enough of your rudeness!” 


Okay, basically Axl's not made from rudeness one hundred percent and he can be as sociable as he wants. He 


looks at her eyes. See? He's a perfect gentleman, 


He adamantly says, "You don't go on a date with Izz tonight." He doesn't use the third person in his statement 
over and above looking into her eyes. That's the politest attitude someone could think of, huh? 


"Stop it, asshole!" 


She draws a deep sigh. "Izzy, I'll see you at the bar around the corner tomorrow. | think | came over here at a 


bad time." 

She's talking about the secret bar Axl has no idea of, which totally flaunts their intimacy and causes him to 
unleash his resentment on him. Axl glares at them from beneath his thick red eyelashes. She cups Izzy's 
cheeks, their faces getting closer. 

Oh, they're kissing so lovely. Fuck that. 


"You cannot see him tomorrow and the day after tomorrow and two days after tomorrow and." 


While Axl is listing the words which denote the future in a loud voice, they go through the door. Izzy comes 


back alone right away against his expectation. 


"We ain't on the same page. Get the fuck outta my face." Giving the back to Axl, Izzy wings frozenly before he 
lights a cigarette. 


Axl feels that warm water is gathering on his lower eyelids. He purses his lips, his nose crinkling. He's not going 


to cry. Because he's not a puppy. 


Chapter 4 


Sitting on the edge of the mattress in the dark, Axl quivers. He doesn't deny it anymore that he's a wimpy, 
whiny puppy. He's weeping loudly no matter what it takes. He wipes the tears many times over. Oh, he really 
hates his soppy personality, yet warm, salty drops don't stop falling at all against his will. The skin around his 
eyes smarts, his sore throat brings him a pitiful feeling. But what's the point of crying? Why does he want 
Izzy to be beside him right now? Arguing has been quite usual. 


Other men make a noise along with the music from MTV. He hears Steven's voice asking Izzy why he confines 


himself in his room. 
Izzy responds to him flatly, "Why are you asking me about him? | don't give a fuck" 


The words rub salt into his open wounds. Axl chokes, hardly like this is the end of the world, but not knowing 
why he has the wound. He hears a creak and raises his head. He expects his childhood friend's face to look 
sorry. Beyond expectation, Steven pokes his head out of the door in his sight: 


"We're having pizza. Can | bring some pieces for ya?" 

How sweet he is. Axl wipes his wet cheeks with his shivering hand. "I don't wanna eat anything." 

"Axl, | dunno what to say but, um, | love you." 

The words from Steven resonates with Axl in utter devastation He sincerely replies to him. "I love you too." 


Steven closes the door softly. Axl feels bad to have compared Steven's brain to popcorn. Even the popcorn 


brain has a deep affection. How could Izzy be so mean? 


Besides, why the fuck does the unaccountable depression take control of him? What is his wound? He has no 
clue except a subtle pain in his chest, but the pain doesn't drop a hint for him. Maybe he's striking a drama 
queen. There's no end of the world as is obvious. The night is darken in peace. The atomic bomb doesn't likely 
drop in LA, or the Cuban Missile Crisis doesn't happen again so far. Well, he doesn't give a shit about Soviets 
as long as they don't throw the bombs in this country. Be that as it may, it seems that he doesn't encounter 
any bomb attacks tonight, thus it should rather be phrased like he's crying as though he wasn't able to attend 
his siblings’ deathbed. (His beautiful Stuart and Amy are alive, of course) 


No, hang on. His train of thought has perfectly derailed. Maybe dwelling on and crying for the vague reason 


requires an endurance capacity. 


However, rambling on about the Cuban Missile Crisis on the year of his birth and the appropriate phrases 
somewhat helps him to recover his sanity. The tears start to dry. His heart still aches a little but his energy 


is all gone. His stomach is now grumbling. Pizza sounds fantastic yet he doesn't intend to expose his swollen 


puppy face to his bandmates. He's not addicted to drugs for good or for bad, he can't scatter his mind by 
escaping into them. His sore throat makes a demand for a beverage strongly, again, he's not going to take a 


risk to disgrace himself by his puppy face. 


The loud cry of wasting the body temperature, bodily fluids and the strength didn't bring him the idea of 
elucidating his depression. Exhausted, he lays himself down. The only measure left is sleep. His stomach 
grumbles again. He closes his eyes in a sarcastic feeling. He might be found as a dead body tomorrow morning, 
but who cares? Izzy won't feel sorry for the miserable body. Neither will the rest. Ah, Steven might cry for 


him. He's sure to thank his drummer from heaven or hell, he can't tell which until he's died. 
It hasn't passed ten minutes when Izzy comes in the room. He turns on the light. He completely ignores Axl's 
ignorance. He pokes Axl's back with a corner of something hard. Axl twists his torso and opens his eyes. The 


pizza box blocks his view. 


"Yours." Izzy shows him a few pieces of cold pizza, his deep hazel eyes garrulously saying a we-need-to-talk 


sort of thing. 

Axl sits up on the mattress, chewing one of them vigorously. He's fucking starving. He snatches a beer can in 
Izzy's hand and chugs it. The bubbles of beer sting his swollen throat yet the yellow liquid vivifies his whole 
body. 


Izzy asks after Axl's stuffed two pieces of pizza. "What was that all about earlier?" 


Axl never figures out that. Izzy looks down at him stingingly. God, it hurts so much. Axl avoids his gaze and 
says. "Do you have a thing for Annika?" 


Its not like he has an emphatic opinion. He couldn't take the silence under Izzy's sharp glare and he somehow 
came up with her. He thinks that's a good start, though her name was just slipped out by pure accident. His 
anger exploded when he saw her smile. He seems to hate her with high probability. 

"We've just got to know each other. We'll see if--" 

Axl doesn't listen to the rest because he doesn't need to. "Good. Don't see her any longer.” 

"Are you asking or saying?" 


Axl smells irritation in the jet black haired man's voice. He doesn't flinch, though. "I'm saying.” 


"Jesus fucking Christ! What fucking right do you have to ruin my fucking dating and fucking say that?" Izzy 
puts his hands on his hips, looking up at the ceiling. 


lm the closest friend you have and | see you're wasting your time. She's a fucking bitch." Axl doesn't have 
any idea of her faults while he's yelling out abuse. 


"Absolute bullshit! What the fuck do you know about her? You've just met her once, like only for ten minutes." 


Although only one ‘fuck’ comes from his mouth this time, Izzy looks angrier. 


What he said was perfectly correct but Axl's capable of countering. “Alright, | ask you back. What do you think 


you know about her?" 


His skill of oral proceedings is high due to his more than twenty malicious arrests in his teens. His public 
defenders were all useless then he pleaded for himself. He doesn't feel like he's going to lose this argument. 
Everything is a lesson 


Izzy sighs sarcastically. The deep, uncomfortable silence encompasses them again. Maybe only Axl feels it. Izzy 


sits beside him without hesitation. "Will you leave Erin if | ask?" 


Axl blinks. He's never heard his long-time friend disclose his own mind about Axl's romance situation. His 


argument ability loses momentum. 


Izzy sighs again. "You won't" He pauses for a little while before he opens his mouth once again. "As well as | 
won't. Its totally obvious." 


Axl blurts. "I will if you say so." 
Izzy's mouth drops open as if his jaw touched the floor. However, Axl's shocked at his own answer the most. 
Really, Axl? Is that what you want? He is reflecting on marrying Erin these days, considering having his own 


family, although he hasn't told that to her yet, but that is exactly what he believes he's dreaming of! 


They stop dead in their tracks, stare at each other's eyes for what seems like a night as though they had a 
total paralysis of body. 


In a daze, Izzy finds his voice first. "Ridiculous." 


The wanly voice strikes Axl's head and his stomach drops. Izzy is right. Literally, that's goddamn ridiculous, but 


closeness being refused is always something prickly. 


Burying his face in his hands, Izzy slurs. "I felt like | wanted to ask you to leave her. It was an instant, really, 
but |..this is ridiculous." 


Axl doesn't see this coming and doesn't know how to react. He can't. 


They both used to be happy for each other when they fell in love whether they were practically pleased with 
the friend's girls or not. Well, Axl didn’t like all of them in honesty (they didn't understand Izzy on a deeper 
level like him), but he's never wanted Izzy not to go on a date and he's still been happy for Izzy until tonight. 
The things seem to start changing now. What do their notions adumbrate? 


Izzy raises his face. "You know what?" His voice is very husky, although he's not the one who was crying. "lm 
not going to dwell on this right now." 


That sounds decent. They will deal with it later, maybe when both of them are in a good mood. 


Chapter 5 


Axl showers off the salt on his face, his whole body relieved under the hot splay. 


‘| hate to take showers. Guitarists don't like showers ‘cause we like the grease to build up on our fingers, 


makes playing more fluid.” 


This is Izzy's unchangeable opinion Very well put. Axl doubts the performance part, if anything, he simply 
regards his rhythm guitarist as a lazy dude who hates a shower, so Izzy might sleep in his own bed now. Axl 
turns off the shower and puts a towel around his shoulders. The freshness of the shower didn't wash away 
his depression. Today was a tough day, but even after the fathomless argument, he longs for the guitarist's 
arms and his smell of sweat. He won't sleep well with these insecure feelings without Izzy's tender embrace. 
Cuddling up to him in instability is becoming a lifeline now. He will not get it tonight. In sorrow, he puts on his 
T-shirt and boxer shorts after he blowdries his long hair. 


His best friend is actually on the mattress, but not on his own when Axl comes back to the room. Izzy lies on 


his belly on Axl's bed against his prospect. Axl's not complaining, though. 

He looks down at his guitarist and asks sheepishly. "Can |?" He feels odd since this is his bed. 

Izzy murmurs yes inarticulately, tossing his black leather pants and socks on the bed which probably he took 
off while Axl took a shower, opening up a space. Axl quietly lies down beside him. Izzy bends over him 
stretching his body, turning off the light on the nightstand. It was before he's back to his own position when 
their cheeks touched. Axl closes his eyes and waits for a soft kiss. 


Izzy says, "Not tonight," then stretches his arm straight. 


Axl puts his head on it. Izzy doesn't want a little kiss tonight, but he lets himself cuddle Axl. What's the 
difference? Well, Izzy claimed that he wasn't going to dwell on their notions earlier. Axl decides to follow suit. 


He leaves Izzy's mercurial attitude at that. 


Face to face but no words. Its not rare in their history. The silence brings many disordered thoughts to Axl's 


head and one of them draws his attention. 


"| didn't like your name. You remember?" Axl says under his breath. They are close enough and they don't need 


to vocalize loudly. 
"Izzy?" Izzy whispers back. 


Axl slowly blinks once. He's completely open to call him ‘Izzy' now, but he'd been furious until he accepted that 
'lzzy' became common despite his resistance. 


One glad, chilly autumn morning back in Lafayette, Jeff dropped his books on the desk in a classroom, declaring 
in a loud voice before their middle aged female math teacher arrived. "I'm Izzy from this day forth!" 


Wearing a wide grin, the taller boy he called himself Izzy came to Bill (He wasn't late this morning) and said, 
"My uncle named me after my last name, isn't it fucking cool?" 


Bill pouted. "Which one? That your uncle named you or your fucking new name?" 
‘lm talking about Izzy!" His grin became even wider. 


In contrast, Bill felt his hearts heavy weight just like a gloomy rain shower soaking into a hoodie in late 
autumn. "Not at all, and he's a shit." He spat out in a sulk. 


"You can't say that. He's my family member." Jeff or lzzy or whoever the hell made a face. 


"Anyway, you're Jeffrey. Forget about this stupid nickname." Bill rushed to the door, never minded that his 


uncommon punctual behavior was now in vain. 


He found himself not bringing his bag and duffle coat with him, but prowled around an empty lot near Jeff's 
house where two friends often killed their time. Before getting dark, he hid himself in a lot because he knew 
that Jeff would come to the lot to look for him. Almost frozen with cold, he stayed in the lot until sunset, 


coming back home, recognizing his bag on the dining chair. 


Mrs. Bailey knitted her eyebrows and nagged him with a deep sigh. "Jeff just came by. Where were you? 
Where's your duffle coat? Did you attend the classes?" 


"What did he say?" 


"He said you did, but | can tell he lied for you." She shook her head on a large scale as though Jeff caused Bill's 


misbehavior entirely. 
"Don't say bad things about him, mom. He didn't lie to you." Bill replied and shut himself in his room. 


He called Jeff examining in his house to mind by the window. Jeff might have walked around the house, peeping 
into every single window. Had he found his evil dad at home, he wouldn't leave his bag. He had a deep 
understanding for everything about Bill They were tight. However, Bill's friend was Jeff, not Izzy. He felt like 
the new name symbolized Jeffs own world he hadn't known before, and he knew that he couldn't touch it. They 
were two different existences. Bill hated the reality. 


He didn't go to school the next morning. By the time he finally returned to school from his three day 
disappearance, the Izzy had become very common Bill started to call him Izzy a month later. He didn't want to 


affirm it, but the name provokingly suited Jeff's carefree coolness. 


Now, a decade has passed. Axl proudly informs, "He was already Izzy back then," when someone asks about his 
guitarists name since he's the only witness here in LA. To him, ‘only’ is always the key to the bold connection 
with this childhood friend. He's wanted to be the first person who affects his friend's life in all senses and the 


only person who could do that. 


Izzy seems to recapture Bills temper clearly. "You were like yelling at me all the time when someone called me 


Izzy." He smiles wryly. 
"That's because you let them do so." Axl grabs the hem of his friend's T-shirt. 


"That's because | asked them to do so." lzzy tucks the lock of red hair behind his ear and strokes it a few 


Times. 
"If someone named you, | had to be the one, y'know," Axl pours his honest feeling. 


Izzy doesn't answer. He perfectly masters how to deal with his childhood friend. Axl lifts his head, curls his 
hand along his cheek getting closer slowly, touching his lips with his. 


"Not now." said Izzy while Axl chews his lips. 

Izzy turns aside, but that doesn't cause Axl's hesitation. His hand goes down and snakes in under Izzy's T-shirt, 
putting the other hand along Izzy's jaw line, his tongue tastes the other's. Izzy keeps telling him to stop when 
he can escape from his lips and breathes between the kisses. 

Axl doesn't stop. "If you kiss a guy, it should be me. Just me." He means it in earnest. 

"Guess its you." The black curtain covers his face as Izzy turns aside again. 

"Please. | need this." The voice is feeble, wears a pathetic tone. 

Axl tugs his shoulder and pursues his mouth on Izzy's desperately. ‘Just me’ begins predominating over his 
brain. His hand goes in Izzy's boxer briefs, easily touches the most sensitive element. Its half hard and this 
physical reaction assures him. 


"Axe, don't" Izzy's back bends backward in pleasure. 


Axl's hand doesn't stop its movement. Izzy wrinkles his eyebrows, his mouth is slightly open. The subtle moans 


with the hot breath break through it irregularly. Axl squeezes his bulge. 
"Shit!" Izzy whines and flops over Axl, violently pinning his shoulders against the mattress. 


‘It hurts!" Axl yelps but he doesn't say more because he catches that the taller man bites his lower lip and 
openly glares at him. He is utterly driven by an urge. 


An urge of the arousal. 
He bends over Axl. He kisses him, touches him, and uses a lube with his two fingers. 


Axl pants under the first and weird wriggle inside of him, but he's intendedly at his mercy. He must be the 
first man Izzy inserts his fingers in, and he will, hopefully, be the only man for the rest of Izzy's life. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
| travelled across the United States in 201b. | purchased a few magazines and then found an advertisement of a 


lubricant on one of the magazines. | picked the words from it and used them in this chapter. They inspired me 


a lot! Girls living in the US. might feel familiar with them. 


Izzy's hands are more large-boned than Axl's. Izzy's been one step ahead of Axl. Always. He talked with their 
classmates at freely first, left their hometown first, even his hands grew manly first. Yeah, Axl envies those 
flawless hands. The girls around Axl always praise his lean fingers, but in his heart, he adores Izzy's hands 
which don't have a crack between his fingers despite his lankier torso than Axl's. After that certain sexual 
event, his eyes are following the taller man. He feels sort of a nostalgia in the act. Perhaps he's been envying 


him since day one. 


Axls sitting on the couch with an opened magazine on his lap, following Izzy with his eyes. Erin's coming 
tonight, but until then, he has nothing in particular to do. He took the magazine, which one of their female 
friends who helps to make his hair left on the coffee table. It's a fashion magazine for women. He scanned it 


since he needed to read it for both of the stage costumes and time wasting. 

Izzy's moving restlessly. Axl doesn't catch his voice, but he sees that Izzy's mouth forms ‘late’ or something 
like that. He clothes himself in head to toe black so he's the coolest guy in LA, well, in Axl's opinion Axl's very 
proud of his attractive friend, but his friend doesn't need to be too attractive. 

"Why are you dressed up like that?" says Axl. 

"Am |?" Izzy looks down at himself then faces Axl with a quizzical look. "Just a shirt and the jeans." 

Axl sneers at him, puts a cigarette into his mouth and lights it. Yeah, just an old frayed black shirt and the 
normal black skinny jeans and the simple black suede ankle boots, but they make him look terribly hot. Its not 
at all fair. The tall, dark and handsome dude has to be aware of his blessing. Anyway, where will he go with 
this aggressively pretty appearance? Is he going on a date with Annika? Axl takes the cigarette from his 
mouth. 


"Where the fuck are you off to?" 


"The Roxy. l'm gonna book our shows since we have only three next month so far. Axe, sorry, | really don't 
have time. Duff and Niv are waiting for me there." 


Booking their shows with Duff and their manager, Alan Niven, is an unexpected reply. "Oh." 


Axl puts his cigarette back into his mouth. He feels that his swollen, prickly feelings shrink immediately. His 
heart even melts when Izzy approaches him and takes the cigarette from his mouth, briefly kisses him and 
putting it in his own. The gentle blush lingers on Axl's mouth. The cause of the blush is thin but seductively 
warm pink, now softly biting the cigarette which tangled between Axl's lips five seconds ago, and curving into a 


smile. 


Izzy appears to be taking no notice whatsoever of what he did. He glances frantically to his watch, puffing 


away Axl's cigarette. "| get your smoke. There's no time to go back to our room to get mine." 


Although Izzy took that as trifle, that was the hottest thing that had ever happened in Axl's life. His face 
turns vivid red, so he casts down, the red curtain of his hair, falling and hiding his face. "Say hello to Niv and 
stay out of trouble." 


"IFs just the Roxy." Izzy rumples up Axl's hair and leaves with rapid strides. When Axl raises his head after 
the door was shut, he sees the smoke trail to the door. 


"l'm mad as hell" Axl shakes his head. Sharing a cigarette is nothing special. It's been done thousands of time 
since Lafayette, especially when they suffered extreme poverty. 


His eyes go back to the magazine. He turns a page. The facing page tells him about the cosmetics which will be 
launched soon. The peach pink blush and sky blue eyeshadow palette will suit his red hair well. He makes a dog- 
ear then turns the paper. The next facing page isn't colorful than the cosmetic article, but the big and bold 
caption catches his eyes. 

GET WET, STAY WET, KEEP EACH OTHER WARM 

Under these showy letters, a man and a woman are holding each other and almost kissing in the bathroom, 
both naked, the warm water (probably) falls down on them. He sees a bottle besides them. His face goes 
tomato red again, his heart starts rapidly throbbing, but he cannot look away from the page at all, in spite of 
the harsh physiological change. He keeps reading other letters. They say, 

"Meet me in the shower xoxo," 

"Explore different positions under the steamy water," 

"Long-lasting lubricant," 


"Reach your partner's most intimate areas," 


and so on. This is an advertisement of a shower-friendly lube. Axl finds his hands holding the sides of the 


magazine very tight. It causes both edges of the magazine to crumple. 


No, he's in no way projecting two naked men "under the steamy water" or exploring “different positions," not at 


alll 

He closes his eyes. His eyebrows get close to each other by themselves. 
A lubricant. 

Izzy's used it for Axl. Once. 


He inserted his two fingers into Axl's "most intimate area" It felt weird but didn't hurt him so his lube might 


Axl doesn't say that he didn't like that. What the fuck. 


He rubs his cheeks with his damp palms. It's like he's waiting for the next sexual adventure. No, he's not, but if 
it happened, since they basically share the bed and a blowjob is totally on the regular, he can't completely deny 


the possibility of an advanced state, so, will Izzy use a lube again? How about his fingers!? He envies Izzy's 


"Oh, god" The image is getting nice and clear. His brain goes off the scale! Keeping his hands on his face, Axl 
lets his upper body topple over the couch. His body is still hot, his heart still racing. He feels his bulge tenting 
under the magazine, even his back orifice becomes warm. Even though, he WILL NOT have sex with his friend 
just because of the provisional arousal. He can't lose Izzy. His book strictly defines sex. It only allows exception 
of a one-night stand with the groupies. He's a perfect fanatic of his book. 


"Wow, this lube's fucking hot. I'll get one." A happy voice is sonorous. 

Axl opens his eyes. The drummer is standing in front of him. The singer's face goes world's number one 
scarlet though he doesn't think he could blush more. He's now unable to hide wispy perspiration on his 
forehead. Why doesn't he wear a bandana customarily at home? 

Steven stickers. “Seriously? Were you born yesterday?" 


"N-Nol" Axl shouts back. 


‘If you say so," Steven's grin gets wider. "I'm gonna sleep over at Adriana's place. Erin's coming here tonight, 


right? Use the bathroom, | mean, seems everyone's left." 


As soon as Steven leaves Hell House, Axl makes a bolt for the bathroom. He needs to take care of his heat. 


Chapter 1 


He gave free rein to his soft noise since he has the house to himself. He reached his peak while he called his 
childhood friend's name in straight succession. He's sat under the lukewarm spray in the bathtub since then 
His knees are very weak, he feels the residual subtle heat inside of the most sensitive element. The dreamlike 
heat isn't enough to make him hard, yet insists him to stroke downward with the hand. He decides to ignore 
the claim. He has a right to touch it whenever he desires, but this masturbation will lead him to an unended 
frustration spiral only Izzy can break. He lusts after Izzy's virile calloused fingers running on his thin pale skin 


He thirsts for Izzy's desperate, hoarse moan blowing into his ears. 


His eyes recognize the clock in the bathroom. The time of Erin's arrival is getting close. It's a big irony that 
every room has a clock while no one in the band finds a difference between an hour and ten minutes. That was 


Erin who brought the clocks. Of course they never affected Axls lateness. 


He shampoos his hair in a sitting position, then manages to stand up and washes his body. He imagines naked 
Erin when he puts suds on the delicate areas, rather he sees the image of the place he always shoves his 
groin in He tries to make his body hard. The heat inside of him still annoyingly insists its claim and he wants to 
put some hope in the fantasy where Izzy doesn't exist, but Erin's naked image has a lack of competence after 


all. 
"Fuck." He lets his head collide with the cool wall covered with tiles. 


He would ejaculate while Erin gives him friction, but now he knows, sadly he knows, only Izzy satisfies his body. 


Erin brings a bottle of red wine. A few pieces of baguette and some cheese are on the coffee table, too. There 
are some dry figs beside the candles which frame fluttered. Seriously? Candles? Axl, who leaves his hair wet 
and wears a T-shirt and the boxer shorts that substitute for the pajamas, apparently isn't in a romantic 
mood and that, makes a face. Erin doesn't notice his listless reaction, leaning in to him and putting her chin on 


his shoulder. 


"You told them to go out? Thats sweet of you." She nuzzles her nose in his shoulder like a cat. "The couch is 


always a good choice." 

That was an entire pure accident. He didn't tell anybody about Erin's visiting. Steven accidentally heard his 
conversation with her on the phone, and rest of them will come back here soon or later. Erin pushes his tits 
against his upper arm, biting his earlobe with her lips. 


Axl tilts his head to make a distance. "They'll be back soon" 


"Then we can go to your room. You took a shower, | know what you're up to." Her voice is ridiculously sloppy 


already. 
"I share the room with Iz, y'know." 


"Tell him to crash in somewhere else. Its not a big deal for him, darling." She places her arms around his neck, 
her whole weight leans on him. 


"| think it is ‘cause he broke up with Angela" Shit, for what reason does he call Annika in his mind now? She 
will welcome Izzy for sure. Hal It's not a good perspect at all. His heart completely sinks in, his skin feeling ill in 
the touches of the girl beside him. "You wanna order something? We always order pizza so something else 
might be better?" 

"| don't want anything else. We have wine here." 

"Well, honey, actually l'm sorta hungry." He stands up and walks to the kitchen, pulling the sliding doors which 
are basically empty due to the band's zero custom of cooking. "Where're those fucking menus?" He cocks his 


head. "Oh, | need a light." He is a bit too theatrical. 


When he turns on the light, she crosses her arms across her chest with her legs also crossed, glaring at him 


on the couch. "Axl, what are you doing?" 

"| said I'm hungry." 

"No, you're avoiding me is the truth." She stands up. 

"When | say I'm hungry, l'm hungry." Axl replies in grim. Erin is a blameless girl. She does nothing wrong 
tonight, too. Axl understands that so much, yet after that cryptic masterbation, he cannot help to feel an 
uncomfortable feeling in his gut. 

Oh no, he definitely avoids bringing Erin in the room. 

Axl has carefully built something undefined in there. It's a slow process and he still doesn't understand what it 
is all about, but their room is now like a cage which protects him and Izzy from all of the outsiders. He always 


feels so true and so honest in there with him. No one can trespass on their sanctuary. 


"Sorry for coming down hard on you, but you know | always," said Axl before he recognized what he'd wanted 


to say, then realizes he had nothing to say. 
"| know what?" Erin presses him for an answer. 
"l'Il always care about you." He vocalizes a fixed phrase. Fuck, it sounds fishy. He looks up the ceiling. 


"You don't say you love me?" Her face proves entirely that the phrase was fishy. 


Axl tries to open his mouth again to patch his response up, but Izzy's voice surrounds his head. 
You think you love her? That's a strong explanation of love. 
The voice weakens Axl's thinking power. "I, uh, | do. | do love you." 


A series of outright emotionless responses trails off fruitlessly. Erin approaches him and he flinches at her 
glum expression It's a high possibility that she's going to hit him. 


However, the front door bangs open before she practically raises her hand. Both Erin and Axl turn their heads 
at the same time. In their site, Duff and Izzy have a merry laugh. They appear to share some jokes, maybe, 
and doesn't recognize the tension in the air. 


"We booked two shows at the Roxy next month!" Duff raises the plastic bag in his hand. "You want some?" He 
puts out some boxes of Chinese take out on the kitchen counter and Izzy plunges two six-pack of beer in the 
refrigerator. Axl exhales deeply in his mind. 


Chapter 8 


Author's Notes: 
Thank you for your continued help, sgSixx, for proofreading this. 


Duff goes on with their story. "The guy who booked our shows gave us these boxes. They seemed to buy 


them too much." He beckons Erin to him. "Erin, come here." 


Izzy takes the beer cans which are previously in the refrigerator and cold enough, sliding one of them on the 


kitchen counter. "Here you are, Axl." 


Every time Izzy calls his name, it turns out to be a term of sweet endearment. He never calls him honey or 
baby or whatever, of course not, yet his three letter name rings with lusciousness when it breaks through 
Izzy's lips, and Axl lets his whole body melt in the sound. After the endearment, a soft kiss lands on his 
forehead every time that he comes back to him. Axl waits for it. He completely forgets about Erin's existence, 
his eyes fixed on Izzy's lips. 


Izzy sticks a fork into a piece of fried chicken. "I'm starving as hell." 


Axis heart sinks a little, but soon Erin's voice pulls him back to reality. "Izzy, thanks but Axl's having red 


wine.” 


Izzy looks at Axl. Axl cannot find any clue of satisfaction or disappointment in his golden green eyes. They are 


neutral. 


Reducing the vertical distance with Izzy, Erin stands in front of him across the counter smiling at him. "You 


know, we've kinda had a good time." 


Not in Axl's understanding, by no means have they had a good time! They were a power keg when his friends 
came in, and that he knows what he needs. BEER! Axl catches a glimpse of Izzy's face. His expression is still 


neutral. 


There isn't much logic in what she's saying. Duff invited her to the free meal party for goodwill, so did Izzy, 
and in the first place they live here. She doesn't have any reason to be rude. Basically she's not the person 


who has such a lack of common sense. That's why she's smiling on the surface for good or for bad. 


"Okay" Izzy replies when he swallows the chicken Though the muscles around eyebrows don't move an inch and 
his voice sounds casual, Axl acutely catches his irritation Izzy averts his gaze quickly when he gets nervous. 


He did that now. 


"So he'll," she comes around behind the counter, looking at Izzy way too friendly, extending her hand to him. 


She's totally off the point yet acting like she perfectly grasps Axl. Oh hell, that's the annoying mounting thing 
Izzy's talked about. 


Just before the brazen hand reaches Izzy, Axl stands beside the corner of the counter, grabs the beer can 


Izzy slid and shouts. "Don't touch my Izzy!" 
"What?" Wide-eyed, she turns her face. "Did you just say my zy?" 
"You're aspersing him! I'll never let that go!" Axl drinks the beer in a big gulp. 


"What's my zy?" Her voice is getting louder. "I didn't asperse him, but you should keep being on my side even 
if | was wrong! That's what a boyfriend should bel And, what the hell is MY IZZY?" Her brown curls bounce on 


her shoulders in excitement. 


Axls loved the contrast of her brown hair and pure blue eyes, but now these colors are too noisy on his eyes. 


"I won't be on your side if you're wrong, and there's nothing to blame. He's my fucking best friend!" 
"A man calls his friend mine? Who in their right mind would do that? 
"Don't reprove us for what we arel" 


"| still cannot believe you called him MY IZZY! You," Erin stutters, she's too excited to control herself. She 
points at Axl, her fingertip dyed in red-colored. "You, you ought to say ‘don't touch MY ERIN: How dare you!" 


Her index finger is trembling all over. 


She flies away from behind the counter and slaps Axl's cheek. Axl doesn't wait for even a second. He dashes a 
splash of his beer on her face then showers the yellow liquid upon her head until the last drop falls, tossing 
the empty can against the wall and grabbing her by the lapels. 


"Axl, stop! Axil" Izzy slips his own body between them. Axl's struggling in Izzy's arms while he keeps yelling 


verbal abuse. 
"Drama." 


A thoughtless, calm voice stops them completely. Three people turn their heads to Duff. Duff clears his 
throat and clumsily nips a garlic shrimp with a pair of chopsticks while six accusatory eyes are glaring fiercely 
at him. He drops the greasy shrimp before he takes it into his mouth. "Oops." He sticks the folk into it and 
brings it in his mouth successfully this time. 


After seeing the shrimp's whereabouts, Erin hysterically shouts. "You homewrecker!" The ruckus starts again. 


Erin hits the back of Izzy's head with her fist. 


"Fuck youl" Axl almost jumps out from Izzy's arms but Izzy doesn't let him go. "Get your hands off! She 
fucking hit you! | don't acquit people who hurt you, no matter who the fuck they are!" 


"Calm down" lzzy tries to haul Axl to their own room. 


"No! She hit you! Let me slap this bitch!" Axl reaches the extent of his patience where he's perfectly capable 
of hitting a woman. 


Two friends are jostling, Axl's stretched hand accidentally flaps a box of stir fried noodle on the counter, then 
the noodles inside fly all over the floor, a part of them flying so dramatically in the air that they land onto 
Erin's top of the head She screams and kicks the homeboys' shins. 


"Owl" The boys shout. 


Erin sweeps the noodles and wrings beer out of her hair, storming out of the room to the bathroom. The 
silence comes after a big banging sound. Izzy relaxes his hands but keeps them on Axl's hips, his eyes 
examining Axl's skeptically. Axl grips the other boy's black shirt in his fists. His knuckles are shaking with anger. 


Erin glares at them as she's back with a towel in her hand. "You two are still holding each other. How cute!" 


Izzy steps back and shakes his head. Axl doesn't soften his hands’ tense, so that doesn't make their distance 
much difference. "Erin, you've lost your mind. We're-" 


She cuts him off. "I don't need your bullshit. | assess precisely what I'm facing. Look at your Axl," she puts an 
obvious irony in her objection and jerks her chin at Axl. "He's completely sticking to you! Duff, have they had 


sex? Do you know who's on top?" 


"They're tight but | don't think so." Duff quickly gives her a model answer and forces himself to curl both 
sides of his mouth. Clearly he's annoyed by the outburst of anger from her. 


If you want me to hit you, I'll do it!" Axl yells in a rage. 

He bears unbearable anger, his fists trembling more. If Izzy didn't keep his position between Erin and him, he 
would definitely attack her. She doesn't know about the days in their teens, she has no idea how they 
protected each other in LA before Guns N' Roses, then she concludes what they are with an inexcusable 


affront. Have they had sex or not? God, she's blemishing what Izzy and Axl have built from the beginning. 


Erin hurls the towel at Axl, grabbing her bag and leaving without a word. 


Chapter 9 
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Axl pushes his best friend and his friend lets him go. Three men are equally exhausted by the fight so they 
remain silent. Axl is disgusted with his blood boiling but he can't help getting into a fuss. 


Izzy rests his body on the wall, mumbling. "You'd better run after her." 
No sooner than Izzy finishes his sentence, Axl pins him against the wall. "What? Why do you say that?" 


"Hey, don't be hysterical." Izzy's hand goes up along his face line softly first then slowly strokes his hair. "She 
completely doubts your love, but you do love her. Now just go. Everything will be fine." 


"You can't say such a thing to mel" Axl shouts, his hands grabbing his arms. 

Izzy pats Axl's back as if a mother fondles her child. "Alright, easy now." 

Izzy doesn't get Axl's real intention. Now Axl has no space in his heart to care about Erin. Who the hell can 
love the person who attacks someone you consider most important? Axl has his body lean on Izzy's, nuzzles 
his nose into the crook of Izzy's shoulder and sighs. He hates the man who says something which hurts him 
and wants to melt in his aroma all at once. 

Duff clears his throat. "I'm gonna give over space to a newlywed couple now, but remember that Slash's 
coming back through that door in a few hours." The bassist stares at the front door like Slash will get 
bewildered by facing the friends’ lovemaking at any moment. 

Izzy frowns at him. "Get your mind out of the gutter." 


"Bring the wine and the foods with you." Axl motions him. 


Duff holds all foods and drinks in his arms and leaves the room. Izzy leads Axl to the couch, places him on it 
and sits next to him, his own upper body sinks in the backrest. 


"Why did you say that?" Axl doesn't consent to what Izzy said to him. Contrary to the dark haired guitarist, 


Axl stoops down. 


"You dream of your own family." Izzy exhales a deep sigh. "You wanna be a father." 


Axl wriggles and looks at Izzy's face. "Have | told you that?" 


Izzy doesn't look him in the eye. "No, but | know that" He keeps his head on the back of the couch and casts 


his eyes at the ceiling. "Time kills a relationship so easily, you know? You'd better call her at least." 


Izzy is barking up the wrong tree. Axl gets pissed. His childhood friend knows him more than enough to make 
an effort to lead Axl to his true happiness while he doesn't get a tantalizing clue of his real intention that Axl 
doesn't want anyone between them. 


"| don't know if | love her." Axl pouts. "I don't know what love is, | mean, | thought | knew but I'm sort of 
wrapping up in the definition of love lately." 


"Me neither." 


Izzy's reply doesn't make any sense since he was the one who insisted on the need for Erin Axl studies the 
friend's face yet Izzy closes his eyes so he's not able to decipher his thoughts. His expression is calm at first 
glance, on the contrary, his cheeks are glowing due to the fight. Or, its not about the fight. Does he conceal 
his real intention and does that cause the faint blush? That would be possible. What's more, why doesn't Izzy 
mention "my Izzy" at all? Izzy could show what he felt, or Axl doesn't know, but perhaps could Izzy make fun 


of Axl at least? To consider his personality, he's an expert at contradicting to be someone's possessions. 


Come to think of it, why did Axl call him my Izzy in the first place? It was weird. Both know that they debate 


from the standard by the course of nature, but that doesn't always inspire a sense of belonging. 
Uh, the standard. 


Axl's needed Izzy since in Lafayette, so he's basically been around him except when the distance of California 
and Indiana caused the separation They had a conversation behind other band members’ back even during the 
violent conflict between two bands. (Izzy and Axl had been in the different bands at that time.) Axl didn't want 
to and need to touch this very close friend, occasionally he wanted like when they were on stage, like when he 
wanted to feel the band's teamwork, or like when he wanted to brag about their fabulous friendship to the 
kids. However, there wasn't any sexual greed between them as same as he entwines Slash. They were the 


standard. 

Things seemed to change after they kissed. Well, thats another thing that makes Axl feel so strange. They 
didn't deny themselves as bisexual people for some reason, but anyway, he's always turned to the sexual 
touch for help since then, Izzy fulfilling his wish. 

"Izzy, kiss me?" begs Axl as per usual. He finds solace in the particular warmth when he's confused and upset. 


"Does a kiss solve your problem?" 


"You're argumentative. Where's your spontaneous policy?" Axl lays his head on his guitarists shoulder. 


Izzy seems to admit his loss. Unlike his complaint, Izzy is a passionate kisser. Their noses and lips keep touching 
even while they take a breath, both of them turning out their moan subtly but impatiently into the air. They 
attach themselves to each other as if the kiss itself was oxygen. They don't develop it further since their 
consciences warn them with a struggle that they're in the living room, but their hardness is getting too 
obvious to be ignored. 


"Let's move to the bed" says Izzy while panting. Axl feels the edge in his breath. 


Two imminent men collapse down on the bed. Izzy doesn't shove his fingers into Axl. Axl expected them a little. 


Maybe he loves to feel them inside of him by nature. Or, his body tries to say something else. 


